CAMBODIA   &   THE   KHMERS
HEAD MISTRESS OF THE BALLET Erstwhile premiere danseuse, with authority unbounded, she supervises the training of young lokhon, or ballerinas, with impartial rigour. Her weighty jewels and many rows of golden chains worn over her left shoulder, betoken the lavishness of royal favour
and
their Great Lake and along the banks of the Mekong river, on which rises the modern capital of Pnom Penh.
I shall not easily forget the emotions of wonder and delight which thrilled me on my arrival at Pnom Penh. The city was like a vision in a dream. Amid luxuriant foliage of the jungle, with miles on miles of ricefields and plantations, hy little native villages with their cotton fields and rich pastures, the way ran from the seaport of Saigon. Then on the west bank of the Mekong, in a setting of giant palms, flowering trees and marvellous verdure, rose slender sculptured spires of temples and fantastic radiant roofs in tiers of many - coloured tiles with snake decorations.
The streets were full of movement and colour. The women walked straight and graceful as flowers, their hair short cut, their breasts exposed, and their sampots of shimmering hues pulled between their legs to form breeches. The men were tall and well-proportioned and, though a mixture of Hindu and Malay, looked to me like natives of Benares. Scattered among them, a priest draped in flowing garments of golden yellow, and naked children as beautiful as classic bronzes, squatted and played at street corners.
When I visited Angkor Vat and Angkor Thorn, my first vision of the splendid ruined city was by moonlight. We had come, a whole party of us, by steamer from Saigon up the flooded Mekong river. Sampans landed us on the edge of the tropical forest. We were led along a narrow path under the dark vault of trees, mysterious sounds reaching us from the wooded depths. Then, as we came again into the open, the prodigious spectacle of palaces and temples, of white towers glittering in the moonlight, met our awe-struck gaze. This tremendous work of human hands
of a little more than a million
a half.   Malarial fever and other tropi-    suddenly appeared in the very midst of
cal diseases make  much  of the land    untouched nature.    A silence of death
of  marvellous  fertility  uninhabitable,    reigned over the vast buildings, where
The savage tribes dwell on the uplands    centuries before there was so much life
and hunt in the lowlands in day-time    and beauty.
the fatal mosquitoes are resting,     , But it needed daylight to appreciate
civilized   Cambodians    live   by    all the details of the different temples,
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